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the topography of sacred spaces 


Author's Notes: 
| wrote this back in 2008, this story is set in March of 1913, with Yes embarking upon their first tour of 


Japan, and features a guest appearance by Roger Dean (and Jon is still an elf). 


Jon liked the idea that Roger worked in a basement..below ground he was closer to the source of the earth's 


power, into the root of the yang He believed it seeped into their artist's fantastic visions. 


It was a sacred space, he was enamoured of the idea of sacred spaces. His body, for example. Jon's mind 
wandered the cosmic tangent as he came down the stairs, dodging various cats, and beheld two heads where 


he hoped there would only be one. Two heads, one decidedly not Martyn, who was shorter than his brother. 


One very tall, casually elegant, individual. Their heads were touching as they bent over the drawing table Roger 
used. The walls were covered in sketches, some coloured, some only pencil-and-ink. The world Roger created 
based on the way in which he perceived the world around him,t was genius. And Jon believed in it, it was so 


close to his frue experience he could almost smell the pristine air full of magic. 


The world entire was a magnet, although in his mind it normally came down to one particular attractive 

factor who was currently not resisting the pull of another. Jon was of the Fair Folk, he knew the auras, could 
see the glamours, and remembered the effects of one particular gift. He cleared his throat, as his (purposely) 
silent steps did nothing to disturb the affinity. His Fish was late, they knew he would be late, and therefore Jon 
had come to fetch him for the final meeting before they boarded a plane bound for Tokyo.their first time in 
the Far East. 


And how did he know? A compass points to True North, and Jon's longing pointed towards his cold fish, the 
shimmering trail of his glamour left a residue which only the fae could see,sometimes Jon expected to find 


Chris with another of his kith standing before that lanky form, unable to resist the sight. 


He cleared his throat, Roger and Chris simultaneously looking towards him. Chris narrowed his eyes in.guilt? 


Likely, the prat. 


"Look what Rog drew for me, for my birthday," Chris finally said, though his voice was low with resentment. 
He gestured towards a painting on the worktable. The subject perched on a large mushroom, playing a stringed 
instrument which was only a more fanciful version of his trusty Rickenbacker, and appeared to be crooning for 
a group of fairies massed on the mushroom below his, their lovely chiseled faces upturned as if towards the 


Sun. Jon could swear he saw his own expression when watching his partner mirrored in those pencil strokes. 


“Still need to finish colouring it, though," their artist noted, hands in his pockets. He had stepped back as though 


he were feeling guilty as well. 


Lovely, just what he always wants, y'know," Jon teased, though his heart wasn't in it. "The beloved troubadour 


with the maidens fair at his feet." 


Normally Chris would make a comical face in response to such a gibe but he was studying his shoes as though 


they were absolutely fascinating. 

"So what brings you to my garret, sir?" Roger asked, wiping his chalk-and-charcoal stained hands on a rag. 
"Just came to fetch this one, we've a meeting. Are you packed? Remember we're coming back for you at ten 
Roger smiled, and Jon could see the attraction, though what he saw was his soul, yearning towards something 
majestic. Chris only saw what lay on the surface. That was the problem with the mundane..no one ever looked 
underneath, 


"Yes I'm ready. It's quite exciting!" 


‘Isn't it, though?" Chris asked, rhetorically, fixing the other with an enigmatic smile. Jon watched as Roger 
smiled in kind and his heart protested, a painful thump against his ribcage. 


Covetous fickle bastard. But | need him, the Pantheon punish me for my folly. 


Once outside, Jon demanded Chris drive them to Notting Hill 


‘I'm coming, fer chrissakes, no need to put me in irons.” Chris lit a cigarette, inhaling deeply. "Bloody Rog 
wouldn't let me smoke in there." 


"Want to talk to you.” 


Chris sighed, his eyes looking skyward as he exhaled. "What now? What have | done to earn the scowl of 


displeasure this time?" 

"Not going to air my grievances on the street. Let's go, you're already nearly an hour late." 

"You too." 

‘| was early. But | said I'd get you." 

"You always do, don't you?" Chris unlocked the passenger side of his car with a smirk. 

Crawling through traffic, Jon was silent for a time as Chris nervously twisted the knob on the radio, going 
through the stations. None of them were playing their music and he finally turned it off altogether. 

"Don't think | don't know what you're doing," Jon declared in the relative quiet of the interior. 

"What?!" 


"Oh yes, what. Not why would you say such a thing but what. But | ask you: why can't you be satisfied with 


what you've got? Haven't | -" 

"Are you actually suggesting that | fancy Roger?" 

"L am saying that | know you plan to do more than merely fancy him. And | won't stand for it" 

"Gonna lie down for it then?" 

Bastard never could resist a quip. "Don't you squirm out of this, slimy fish." 

"Now hold on a bloody -" 

"Stop!" Jon thundered, waving a hand in front of Chris' face. "We are fated And | will not let you destroy that 


merely for the sake of curiosity or boredom. Nothing matters more than this band, or us. In fact, this band 
would not be if not for us, and goddamn ye th'art nor ‘avvin' me on a butty!" 


Silencethen Chris burst out laughing 

"Ah Christ, Nappy, you're never so amusing as when you go all Lanky on me. 
"Dye ken?!" 

"Yes, yes darling, | ken Can't blame me, though, Rog is rather a dish" 


"I can blame you for any number of thingsbut you'd better hope | never want to take it any further than 
that." 


"Wot? Gonna magic me, then, eh?" 

"P'haps you should read that book of fairy tales | gave to Carmen and find out" 

"After what | did to you yesterday | can't believe you'd suggest any of this." 

Despite the fact that they would have nearly a month on the other side of the world - and therefore out from 
under the scrutiny of the usual entourage - they couldnt stay apart for more than a day or two, meeting at a 
posh hotel after sending an underling to arrange for a room. 

‘Can't wait fo ravish you in an exotic locale," Chris murmured, as they lay side -by-side completely entwined He 
breathed in the scent of flesh and fasted the sweat of desire, his fingers twisted in thick hair and sought hidden 
places to touch. ‘It will be so exciting." 

"They have those pillow books, the Japanese do. With all the pictures of different positions." 

"ls it them? | thought it was the Chinese." 

‘Shall we procure one and try it out?" 

Chris laughed softly, his face against the top of Jon's head. "As long as we dont end up in hospital." 

Deep Kisses, a whispered word so that his lover might passionately thrust without fear of injury, in the depths of 
his lust. "Sall Im gonna think about," Chris said afterwards, sprawled upon sticky sheets, blowing smoke rings. "How 
we can spend all night teasing each other." 

‘Gonna get a kimono and wrap you in it" 


"Yeah?" 


‘Ever worn silk, real sik? Its so lovely against the skin." 


Chris smiled, turning on his side and running long fingers along Jon's arm. "Softer than your skin?" 
"Youre a right charmer, my Fish." 

‘Need fo charm the likes of you, or suffer the sting" Chris gave Jon's cock a gentle squeeze. 
‘Cheeky thing, you want it now, eh?" They grinned mischievously.and hungrily. 

"Dont | always, dear?" 

"Sides, Roger fancied me first, y'know. Practically jumped in my lap at my party." 

"Sure he wasn't just blotto?" 

"Oh no,one can tell the difference between drunken groping and just plain groping." 


"Yes, everyone wants a piece of you, don't they?" Because | made certain of it 


The boys were playing cards as Brian argued with someone on the telephone. 


"Look, we don't want any hassles from Customs, right? What? Well give them a bloody bribe! Whaddya mean 
they don't take bribes? Everybody takes bribes!" 


"Not everyone," Rick intoned, studying his cards. "The Germans are particularly smug ‘bout not being on the 


take." 
"Get pinched did you?" Alan asked, waiting, as Steve did, for the other to make his bid. 


"Nearly, when Strawbs toured Europe for the first time. But they searched Dave instead, and he wasn't 


holding. Saved us a lot of trouble," he concluded, then took a pull on his cigarillo. 
"S'gonna be a sad tour if we can't have a bit of puff," Steve observed, following Rick's bid with a trump. 
"Are you saying there's no smoke in all of Japan?" Chris asked, shocked, 


"It's what we've heard," Rick said, shuffling his hand after acquiring more cards. "Brian thinks we'll have to 


bring our own" 


"Smuggle? Christ!" He gave Jon a sidelong look and the other knew what he was suggesting. He widened his eyes 


in a very distinct response of NO 


"You boys in?" Steve asked. 


"I thought we were s'posed to be meeting ‘bout the itinerary," Jon said, annoyed at the chaotic vibe in the 


room. 
"We did, already. We made all the decisions," Rick replied facetiously. 
"You fucking well did not," Chris shot back. "Now where is the paperwork?!" 


They all studied the schedule for a time as Brian attempted to circumvent Japanese drug policy, but to no 


avail. 
"Well chaps, there's no getting ‘round it, we're gonna have to pick a patsy.” 
"And if he ends up in gaol what then?" Chris asked. 


"Well you've got two choices: either try, or don't. At least if you do the one you might end up with the stuff. 
But if you think you can go without -" 


The five groaned loudly and their manager waved his arms. 

"Then do it! Someone expendable, please, which means the boffins are right out.” 

They sat quietly for a time, pondering. Finally Jon uttered a name and the others looked at him in shock. 
"We can't do that to him!" Steve exclaimed. 

"We can bail him out, he'll get deported, he can fight it later. Snot gonna hurt anything," 

Chris gave Jon the glare only he could: his sharp features lending a further dour emphasis to the expression. 
"No, l'm not having it" 

"Oh youre not having it, is that it?" 

"Are ye deaf then? | believe | was quite clear. 

The other three exchanged a weary look and returned to their card game. 

"As if you're the head man!" 


"| believe | am, in this matter." 


"You're bloody ridiculous, that's what you are." 
They sparred for a few moments and finally Brian intervened. 


"Awright now, that's enough of that. I'll suss it out, somehow. Maybe we'll just bring another body. Can't see 
how it matters, its our plane, after all. Just have to make sure there's nothing to suspect." 


"Why can't we just send it with the gear?" Chris asked. The PA, keyboards and drums were coming in a second 
plane, a day later. 


"We can't risk them seizing the equipment as evidence, or whatever it is the authorities do." 


"Bloody Japan!" Chris exclaimed, throwing up his hands and storming out. Moments later he poked his head in 
the doorway. "And don't even think ‘bout going behind my back, Nappy, or I'll wring your wee neck!" 


Four people choked down laughter while a fifth folded his arms across his chest and looked very displeasedbut 
also determined. 
They were mobbed at the airport, hoards of shrieking flower-bearing fans greeted them with an unearthly 


sound when they came off the plane. 


"Do they think we're the bloody Beatles?" Chris asked, his head aching from a combination of the noise and 
jetlag. 


"Sather nice," Jon countered, in front of him as they came down the stairs to the tarmac, smiling and waving. 


"No one's ever been so enthusiastic." 

Standing in the passport line, Jon put a hand on Roger's arm. "Glomer," he whispered. 

"Beg pardon?" the other asked, turning towards him. 

"Your turn," Jon said, turning him back to the Customs agent. 

All their bags and cases went through with only a cursory search. There was much smiling and bowing and 
signing of autographs. 

"Rather a Chinese fire drill," Chris observed, from his position on stage, waiting for his tech to figure out all 


the particulars of making their gear work with all the adapters required. 


"Japanese, y'mean," Rick quipped from his domain 


"What have you," his bandmate snapped. "Tippy, fucking sort this out already!" 


"Trying to do just that, boss," his tech John replied, keeping his tone level. When Chris was hungover and pissy 
one didn't argue with him. Alan was the only one ready to begin the soundcheck, as the microphones weren't 
the problem. Jon wandered backstage and shut the door of the dressing room they were assigned to, then 
opened his road case and removed a foil-wrapped package. He placed it behind a few other items on the 
catering table and spoke a word over it, to ensure its' obscurity. He was determined to have at least one night 
which his lover had promised, as their previous nights had been awash in sake which had rendered Chris 
rather useless, though humourous as usual. He and Roger had nearly pissed themselves laughing over some 
silly programme on the telly and Jon had been ready to punch them both. 


But hashish made Chris rather randy, as Jon knew from long experience. He turned towards the mirror and his 


reflection, his shadow self, was disapproving. 

Such foolishness and subterfuge.you're much too old for this. But apparently none the wiser. 

But then he thought of his long-leqged beauty, just turned 25, in his grand stage attire, the coat trimmed in 
black satin, the suede footwear which had everyone calling him Fish In Boots, and as always the charm around 
his neck which pulled their gaze to they knew not whatbut this enchanted one did. 

Jon looked at himself, still fair and enduringly ambitious. "Do shut up," he told his reflection, which disappeared 


back into the Infinite with a frustrated sigh. 


Apres gig, the band and their associate stretched out on futons after signing autographs for those fans 
enterprising enough to get backstage and enduring yet more schmoozing with label representatives, as Jon 
served them all with a smile. 

"Let us eat cake," he teased with a wink. 


"Who had this?" Chris asked, immediately suspicious. 


| did" A pain in his chest assailed him. He wasn't supposed to lie, lying was a human occupation. But no one 
could ever tell the difference. 


Chris looked surprised: eyes wide, mouth agape. "Yeah?" 


"Just for you," came the reply, with yet another wink. And then that smile, like the sun appearing, making him 


so very warm inside. 
"Cake and beer," Rick said, holding up a glass. "It goes together better than you'd think” 


The others made gagging sounds, preferring to wash down the confection with other libations. After a time the 


drug kicked in and they sat dazed and sated. Chris made a half-hearted attempt to remove his boots and Jon 
shook his head. He loved looking at those boots on those legs, allowing himself a moment of fetishistic coveting. 


You are so beautiful, and you dont even know itnot all of it 

He then looked over at Roger who was also looking at his Fish, and in that moment of drug-induced lassitude he 
realized that the other wasn't to blame, he had just been taken in by the glamour more than most. Perhaps it 
was his ability to envision the magic in all things. Jon recalled that he did have things to discuss with their 
artist. 

"Rog, hey man, didya ever read a book called The View Over Atlantis?" 

Roger snapped out of his lovesick reverie. "Uh, no Jon, can't say as | have. Wots it about then?" 

"Guy who wrote it says that there's structures all over the world that may have been created by the same 
culture, y'know? And these places - these sacred spaces - they all have the same mathematical proportions 
and such. It's a heavy notion, man, doncha think? That we all come from the same lost race?" 


Roger nodded in stoned affinity. "Heavy." 


"ve been thinkin’ | want our next cover to be something like that, a sacred space. To go with the theme of 


the songs. l'm writing ‘bout how to make that for us here and now.with music." 
Roger nodded again. "Connection," he said. 
"Yeah yeah, exactly! We're only a piece of it, but it all fits together, all connected" 


Another smiling nod. Jon finally felt understood, although lately Steve had been more receptive to his ideas in 


terms of thematic direction. 


Eddie came in the room and grimaced at everyone's slack demeanor. "C'mon you lot, they're ready to close the 


hall." 
"Just lay me over a case and roll me out," Rick muttered. 


Jon stood up and whispered sosti and the moment was suspended. He looked at Roger and said mael then Roger 


blinked. 
"Do you love him?" 
Roger's response was dispassionate, but truthful. 


"He fascinates me." 


Jon leaned in, whispering into his ear. "No more illusions. Look at him with unclouded eyes." 
Roger blinked again and looked over at Chris, caught mid-stretch. 

"What do you see?" 

"A man" 

"Just that. For you." 

"Yes. For me." 

"Vylaer." 

"C'mon c'mon," he urged his bandmates. He offered a hand to Chris. 

"You've not enough leverage, dear." 

"I've whatever you need" 


His lover smiled, and took his hand. 


